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Bathe, dress, dinner, bridge.  In the garden a boy was tying
up a climbing rose.
When the car had gone, Bentinck poured out another cup
of tea and lit his pipe. Funny the interest Channel took in
things like that. A buck was a buck. If he knew as much as I
do, he thought, he would not worry. But that was it. All
scientists believed they would find the truth if they went on
long enough. Yes, it was funny. Sebastian came nearer to
the heart of things than Channel. So did Owen. Jan had the
duiker hung by its hind legs to a tree and was skinning it. Its
belly was a black void.
They would send down in the morning for the legs. He
kept them in game. When he shot something, he ran a white
flag up on the staff he had fastened to the top of the big
marula. You could see it easily with glasses from the Station.
Meat did not keep long, and it had to be fetched at once. If
they had not been in such a hurry, they could have taken it
with them.
He was looking forward to his supper. The saddle. He
would make holes in it and fill them with twists of bacon and
a little garlic. That was the way to cook a saddle. He would
do it himself and not leave it to Jan. He wondered when they
would come back. They came once a week, sometimes
oftcner: just to pass the time of day; to talk to me, he thought.
But they did not talk to him, they talked to each other about
women, and it passed the time. They did not know anything
about women. They did not know anything about anything.
He knew about women. He had loved one woman and mar-
ried her. And she had died. That was how you learnt about
women: from one woman; from loving her. It was nearly
thirty years since Mary had died. She was buried m Kimber*
ley.